BARBARIAN STORIES

while the others asked us questions, I felt very shy
and didn't know how to answer, so Magsa, who likes
talking, did most of it.

By and bye Radimir sent for us. He told Magsa
what he was to do every day, and Magsa nodded and
showed his teeth very cheerfully. Then he asked me
what my name was, and I answered: 'Cassian.' He
swore at me and said I was to 'sir' him, which annoyed
me rather, from a Goth; however, I said I was sorry
and then asked what wages the dealer had arranged.
* Wages?' said Radimir. 'Arranged?' said Radimir.
And his face turned red and lumpy and he roared at
me: 'My slaves don't get wages!'

I felt very sick and as if the room were going
round and round. I couldn't explain, but Magsa did.
Radimir only shouted with laughter and said: 'I've
paid for him - got him damn cheap too! It's up to
him to prove it!'

Just then an old man, whom he called Uncle, came
blustering into the room. 'Is this the Roman?' he
yelled, Til pay him what they did to me!' And he
brought his stick hard down on my shoulders, so that
I fell sideways against the wall. Radimir, still laugh-
ing, called to him to stop, and when he did Magsa
put his arms round me, whispering me to take com-
fort, with tears in his own eyes. I stood up again,
with the tunic torn half off my back. Radimir looked
at me, half pitying, half scornful. 'You say it's all a
mistake,' he said, 'but I think you've tasted whip
before* How's that?' He could see, of course, the
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